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other by implication? What did the future hold? When
would it happen? He was certain that it would happen; that
she would arrange it; that he was already caught in the swirl
of the vortex. He watched her walking in front of him. The
swing of her hips, the swaying of her dress. They went into
the guest house.
cYou wait/ she said to Congo.
Wilson closed the door. As he closed it, she was in his
arms. He had never known anyone could kiss like that.
She trembled as he held her, but not with nervousness. She
trembled like a flame in a draught, burning up and then
down. She slipped away from him. Her hand went up to her
hair. To tidy it.
She pulled out a rose to shorten its stem.
To look at her, nothing might have happened. Her hands
arranging the flowers were steady.
'You see I was right, Mr. Wilson,3 she said.
eYes, you were right, Olga.'
She put the vase in the window and turned quickly.
eLet me know if there is anything you want, won't you?'
she asked.
He was alone once more. The morning he spent arranging
the few things he had in his new home. His eyes kept going
to the vase of roses. He kept smelling them. That was clever
of her.
His lunch came over from the main house on a tray. With
it was a note: I am sending your lunch over, as I am indisposed and
the professor is out. No more than that. No signature. Her
writing was firm, dark, and up and down. He smelt the paper
when the boy had gone. It smelt of her.
In the afternoon he went for a walk, climbing the mountain
behind the house. It was hot, too hot really for doing this,
but he felt impelled to go; to get something out of his system
by violent exercise. He forced his way through the thorn
scrub, clung to lianas, scrambled over rocky outcrops and